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Oo You Want a 



SUCCESS-WINNING 

VOICE? 

Give the Feuchtinger Voice-Method 
a chance to help you develop more 

POWER VIGOR CHARACTER 
IN YOUR VOICE 



Add controlled strength to your voice and people will lis- 
ten when you talk. A stronger voice may make you mote 
interesting, more persuasive, more poised. What you say 
will have more importance, when your voice is full-toned, 
because people generally respect a BIG voice. 

Thousands are held back 

by a negative voice — 

AND DON'T KNOW IT! 




Your popularity and recognition depends, frequent! 

impression it makes. Don't be handicapped by just an ordinary a 

voice. You'll improve your personality by replacing "thinness" it 

with new desirable strength. And, of course, I don't have to i 

direct dollars-anti-cents cash value of a more positive voice for salesmen, 

executives, preachers, announcers, union leaders, politicians. 



r voice and the 



n your voice 



id it will help you get ahead 
l business, increase your in- 
■me, develop leadership. 

—Eugene Feuchtinger 



AMAZING DETAILS -Just fill in 
coupon and rush it back to me today 

You'll find this training enjoyable as well as valuable— as 
have rami- than 1 S 0.000 other ambitious students during the 
past 51 years. Helps both your speaking and yojtt, singing. 
Self-training lessons, mostly silent. You get your results in 
the privacy of your own room. No music required. Every- 
thing is handlid confidential!) and all mail is sent in plain 
wrapper 'lake tins /in! ilep toward your personal self-ad- 
vancement now, it's (ree . . . send for my fasti naiing illustrated 
booklet "How to Strengthen Your Voice to be More Success- 
ful." Simply fill in and mail this coupon today. (Cannot be 
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PREFECT VOICE INSTITUTE, Studio iwl S 3 
210 South Clinton St. Chicago 6, III. 



PREFECT VOICE INSTITUTE 

Studio Kr! 53 210 South Clinton St. 

Chicago 6, III. | 

Please send me— free and withoui obligation | 

— your inspiring and helpful illustrated booklet ■ 

"How to Strengthen Your Voice to be More | 

Successful," by Eugene feuchtinger. Mail in I 
plain wrapper. No salesman will call. 

NAME . . . . . m 

ADDRESS | _ 

CITY STATE ! 
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MULEY-THERESHEIS-* 
WtfMZrjf. 'THERE'S 

ALL OUR LIFE-SAVINGS. 
PAL / __--*'' 



DMV-GONE,EF SHE AIN'T 
DEST AS PURTY AS THUH 
) MAN SAID/ WE DONE 
^WAITED A LONG, LONG 
v SPELL FER THIS, 
PARDNEft 




THl DURANCO KID 




TH£ DUHANCO KID 



Oil. STSVt .-\<<L>PiUl£Y SOI 
fOUKfOK PROVISIONS.. . ,— 

THUH GASPEfrS.SOSS.THI 
UN5 A FAST TRICK WITH A 
5HOOTIN' IRON 




, v 1 Pi ■•■ [-.■ .-.;■;:■■ M-i-it 

TUH ME TMUM LAZY ■-, E?6 
NKV'I rUH THUH BOROER-WO 
"■■■ [■'.'■■:■. '<XKS F1G6ER 1 UH PI) 
v CATTLE ACROSS THUH 


LINE 7 J 


Jj-j express ] ~JJ 


^¥ 


STONY PORK |V;... / 
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DQGGONIT-YUH SHORE PUT 
A BUG IN MUH HAID, BALSER.' 
BUT I GUESS IT WOULD JEST 
SORTA BE IN LINE O'DUTY IF I 
RICE OUT THAR TONIGHT AND 
TAKE A tOOK AROUND. ANYWAY 
CAIN'T DO NO HARM-AFTER 
ALL. THEY'RE STRANGERS/ 



YUH'RE RIGHT,5HERtFF IWHY.THANKS 

WILLS-WONT DO NO HAR!"I\ A LO' 

TO CHECK UP TELL YUH WHUT- BALSER...BUT 

L RIDE ALONG WITH YUH -/I DON'T 6UBS 



OH YES YUH WILL, 

YUH OL TINHORN LAWMAN- 

YUH'LL FIND DEST EXACTLY ; 

WHUT I WANT YUH TUH t 

F\UU ? HEH-HEH-HEH! 





TM DURANCO 




THE DUXANCO KID 




COUPLE DUMB JA5PER.5. \ 
BOUGHT THUH LAZY X.WHAR 
WE BEEN STOWIN' THUH < 
BEEF BUT WE SHORE GAVE 
'EM A SCARE. .GUE5* THEY'RE, 
-_ STILL RUNNINV^-gi 


HA -HA-HA' 
YOU ARE 
MUCHO 
SMART 
HOMBRE, 
SENOR /, 


m\) 




fcf 


fa^ 


■ 

IP? 


flfes 


//I 












THi OURANCO KID 




,% DUKAN60 KID 




THE DURANGO KID 




NAW, YUH DON'T, HOMBRES.' 
|THUH LAW TOOK SOME TIME TUH 
VISE UP TUH YUH AW IT AIN'T 
. GONNA LET YUH GIT AWAY ' 




YOU'LL FIND \ GUESS I 5HORE HAD 
THE MEXICAN MULEY HERE AW HIS 
HALF OF THIS/ PAL FIGGERED OUT 
SMUGGLING C WRONG, DURANGO. 
RING TIED UP \ BUT IF YOU'RE. 
IN THE TUNNEL,} ON THEIR SIDE, 
5HERIFF. / I'M RIGHTTJCKLED 
TUH HAVE'EM FER 
GHBORS AN' 




RECKON THE5E STEERS 
DEST DON'T BELONG TO 
ft/OBOOY ANY MORE. EF 
MULEYAWHI5 5IDEKICK 
PAY THE BORDER TAV, I 
GUESS THE5E LONGHORNS 
WOULD BE 
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An Extravaganza of The Mat World 
All Wrestling Personalities Parade 
-A. ' "Before Your Very Eyes" 

In The Amazing New WRESTLING FAN'S BOOK 




COMPIX, Sports Dep(.DK20 
10 Murray St,, New York 7, N.Y. 



COMPIX, Spem Dept. DK20 
10 Murray St., New York 7, N.Y. 

I an enclosing fe.oo It, fuU p^^, ^ ^j. 
It la understood tiat if I «, not satisfied, 
can raturn it and get jay money basic. 



the fee* « 

to pay Sa please, » n( i"pft.™ Bt with «&£* ' 

Hooey Bsck Smtr«i<.«» 1/ r, n t <lsU#lted, 
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THt DURAN60 KID 




I GUESS IT'S MUH jOB TUH WRITE TUH 
3ENNY NOW AN'TELL HER ABOUT HER PAW. 
SHELL WANT TUH COME WE5T 

AN'TAKE OVER HER t "'YEAI 

SHARE O'THUH RANCH.. ^YUH'D BETTER 



TARNATiON'l DIDN'T RECKON 
ON OL' GEORGE HWIN'A DAUGHTER 
AN' HEIRESS WHEN I KILLED'IM.'BY 
JA5PER- I DIDN'T FIGGER TUH SHARE 
THET RANCH WITH GEORGE AN' I 
SHORE A5 BLADES AIN'T GONNA 
5HARE IT WITH HI 5 
DAUGHTER! 




r ALL f GOTTA 
SAY I5-THETKID \ 
A1NT NEVER GOIW ■ 
TUH REACH 1HUH J 
J-BAR-3 ALIVE I , 




THE DURANCO KID 



8flF!PH*E)WM72K'_| THAT"WHY?" IS IMPORTANT 
— k. MULEY IF ROBBERY WASN'T THE 



aEST CAIN'T HGGER |T \ MOTIVE .THEN THAT LITTLE 
OUT, STEVE -WHO KILLED GIRL IS IN DANGER/TOO. 
GEORGE JASMINE AN' J THE RAT5 MIGHT TRY TO GET 

wz/y/^V-, RID 01= 



/- / //£ , y/THET REMINDS V HOLY SMOKE .' IT^ 
( ME-THUH KID'S DUE ON] OUGHT TO 8E PASSING] 
^-i TODAY'S STAGE ! JL 5T0NE GAP BY NOW,'/ 




'SWITCH YORE FIRE.MEN-HYAR 
COME TWO HOMBRES A--SH00TIN7 
SIGNAL THUH REST 0' OUR GUYS 
ON THUH HILL/ 




/////iMEYGOTMEN } KEEP MOVWG/ IF ONLY WE 
ON THET HILL YONDER.'/ HAP ANOTHER MAN TO KEEP 
WE'RE CAUGHT IN r^~~~—\ THE OWLIES ON THAT 
CROSSFIRE-—- S £B% V HILL PINNED DOWN, 
LOOKS BAD. / ^,^\^S—C7 W E COULD HANDLE 
THE OTHERS... 




THE DUKAN60 KID 




I DON'T KNOW WHY, MISS. BUT WHOEVER 

KILLED TOUR FATHER IS AFTER 100, TOO. MISTER.' I'M NOT HIDING BEHIND JUST A tVOMPihJ AND WEEP /TRY. STEVE 

YODR LIFE IS IN DANGER, UNTIL WE AMY MAN FOR PROTECTION/ I PROTECTION .'I'M GOING TO \BRAND-AND 

CLEAR THIS UP I'D ADVISE THAT YOU HANDLE MY OWN GUM AND TRAIL YOU ANYiVAY.WHETHER) I'LL SHOOT 

STICK CLOSE TO US AND THE 5HERIFF TAKE CARE OF MY OWN AFFAIRS! YOU LIKE IT OR NOT .' .^YOUR EARS 

FOR PROTECTION... ^^ I'LL THANK TOD TO TAKE CARET 




THE DUKANbO KID 



WELU'LLBE-.-'THAT \EF YUH MEAN 
CRAZY LITTLE VIXEN 'I'VE \ SHE'S GOT 
GOT A GOOD NOTION TO /SPIRIT- SHE 
TURN HER OVER MY / SHORE HA5, 
KNEE AND . j^gL PARDNER 



JUST THE SAME, I'M NOT GOING 
TO LET THAT HOT-HEADED DA ME 
STOP ME.. THERESG07"TOBE 
30ME CLUE,' LET'S TAKE A LOOK 
AT THIS GUN- I SHOTITOUTOF 
ONE OF THOSE OWLHOOT5 




THIS \ EF THET AIN'T 
HAMMER\ NO CLUE. I'LL BE 
HAS BEEN \ GREASED FER A 
REPAIRED- HOG' LET'S TAKE IT 
AND NOT / INTUH THUH 
SO LONG/TOWN BLACKSMITH. 



49 SHORT TIME LATER. AT THE BLACKSMITH SHOP 



SHORE I REMEMBER FIXIN' THIS J THAT'S AIL WE 
GUN STEVE IT WUZ 3EST LAST \WANT TO KNOW 
WEEK. -ONE O' THUH HAND5 UP /Vr) BLACKY 
THE 3-BflRO BROUGHT IT |N. 



THET GUW COMES \ 1 5URE DO, PARDNER / IT'S AN 
FROM THE J-BAR-J. IN5IDE 30B...ftND JENNY OASMINf 5 
KNOW WHUTTHET/ WALKING RIGHT INTO A TRAP.' 
MEftNS, STEVIE JA. WEVE GOT TO MOVE FAST' 




WANT STEVE bSAND 10 MIX / 1 1 '5 TIME" f UkfiNt O 
INTO HER. AFFAIRS...THEN. S\ TOOKAHAMD 
~ ~ DURfiNGO HID ) ( AROUND HYAR 
ANYWAY 




TEMPER-AND GOSH THAT STEVE THUH 3-PAR-X' . 
BRAND WAS NICE ... HANDSOME^WH'RE HOME '/ 




WE DURANGO KID 



I'M EB5CARTH.Y0RE PAW'S ▼ NOW, 
' PARTNER, MISSDASMINE-AN' LOOK HERE 
YUH KIN 3UST LEAVE / MR SCflRTH. 
EVERYTHIN TUH ME. 




WRONG, OENW.M DIDN'T FIGGER K.YOC- 

TUH SPUT 50-50 WITH YORE PAW AN' 1 YOU 

I DON'T RECKON TUH DIVVV WITH \Ou/jK/lLED 

1 WANT THUH WHOLE RANCH/ J MY 




Ytilll /-T^v^hoId -er off. 

SHE S ft WILDCAT' YUH BUMS, SO I KIM 

WE MEED MORE I GIT A 5HOT 

MEN f y\^ AT ' ER i 





THE DURANGO KID 




Here's REAL FUN FOR YOU! GIANT COUCCTMNof I 

FUNFORBOYS $ 1 * 100 6&MES / 



The Most Wonderful Book 
for Boys Ever Published! 



L»S*1 J 



FUN FOR GIRLS 



Loads and Leodf of 
EXCITING THINGS 70 DO! 



.. V„ U r Own Sail 






n 



■A 




Soch Gome Separate - loth Gome Complete 
with Instruction for Ploy 



PARTIAL LISTING OF THE GAMES: 



Complete only $1.00 



WUVSWOOtY 

FIJP FfAT 



only $1.98 money-back guarantee 



HUSH YOUKOKOEP JOP4 



SEAEEE CD., 2 Allen St.. Bspl.GM-nzNew York 2, H. | 
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DAN BRAND AND TIP! ARE 
SUSY ROUNDING UP INDIAN 

LIES FOR THE REVO- 
LUTIONARY AB MY . ■ : 

SO FAR, YAND A SO00 
T/Pl, WE'VE J THIN 5 ! THE 
BEEN ABLE > BRITISH WOULD 
70 KEEP OUR ) GIVE PL£f 




BUT- ■ ! 


-■ — -- 




<^ AND ^ 


ambush! 


\SRlTI5H 


THEY'VE FCuND ;S0lPEK5. 


OUR TRAIL.'... 


/TOO/ AND 


LOOK! IT'S SI 


^ THERE 


BANNI5 AND HIS 


) ARE MORE 


^NANDASAS' 


' BEHIND 


£*V~ 


Ni us 1/ 


\Tkr&t 


►fSU 


~\i_/i4an 


*7ul 


M 1 


%7V 


y "m 




i.'^'t'V/iff 
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THt OURANCO KID 




THE DURANCO KID 



f \? ALIVE, I MUST GET U 
EVEN IP IT TAKES MY UPE 
DEAD, J MUST fiET 6ACK 
. BODY- SO TWAT THE ERITI5H 
^ AND THE ONANDAGA: 
NOT D1S6EAC 




HOURS LATER, TIP! IS IN THE CATAWBA CAMP 




NEXT MORNINS, AS DAWN 
. THE SKY i ,-, 

-FORWARD, BRAKES! FC 
DAN BRAND AND 
\OUR HONOR: j', ""T^l 


CRACKS OPEN I 


'4 JPtffiiO. 


•fm 


^"n I J 


Irrw^ 


wftf 


t'ffi^ R! 




sufi 


1 /■',■■■•' '1 



THl DURANCO KID 



f DON'T HESITATE,^ WATCH OUT. 
BZAVESJ FOLLOW ) fffOTHSG- VOU 

\#E TOO XECKLESS. 
OVER 1 jS 




THl DURANGO KID 





I TOLD Y£ IT 
BANNiS, \ WOULD.' AN' VE 
WUR J COUNT ON MYONAN 
( DAGAS,TOO! THEY'LL 
WORKED. J.SET YOU AM 1 YOU*. 

-7S3UAO O'AIEN BACK 
L^-VfsjHOME AS SOON A5 
&£/£!%£ that CATAWBA 
HE /fig ATTACK 16 OVER... 




lit 


'/Z VOU MAI THANK YOUR ^ 
£1 STARS YOURE NCT PEAD 
—7 BV NOV}, 3RAND, HERE'S 
J MY OPPER - YOUR FREEDOM 
J AND A PORTunE IN GOLD iF 

8gs >ou tell us where ^ 

k_( WASHrNGTONS ARiWY 15 ) 





1 PREFER DEATH TO TREA50N 1 ) fe 

therbs my answer ! sive \ 1 

>OUR DlRTY MONEY TO BANNlS- J A 
jtmL. "E EARNED V— 
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THl DURANGO KID 




TAKOWA, the Comanche boy, stood beside 
the cocking pots in front of his father's 
white buffalo skin tipi, and scowled fiercely. 
His dark black eyes were fastened on the 
trotting ponies arid the black-painted warriors 
astride them, who were following the war 
chief, One Arrow, otit of the encampment for 
a surprise attack on the Osages who had been 
raiding the Comanche horse herds. 

"1 am old enough to go," he told the soft 
breeze that swirled around the tipi, "I am 
twelve, If I An not win my eagle feather soon. 
I will be too old to fight ! I will be grey and 
wrinkled and weak, like He-ty-oka!" 

Kicking at the dust, he walked past his 
father's scalp stick and war shield that hung 
before the tipi. His heart thumped as he ran 
his eyes over the grisly trophies of the Indian 
battlefields. Some day he would have such 
trophies before hjs own tipi. Some day. , . 
Takowa sighed and walked toward the rope 
picket line where the Indian ponies browsed 
on the short plains grass. He picked out his 
own mount, a buckskin pony named Wild 
Wind. Takowa's father was a rich man and 
had bought Wild Wind for Takowa three 
moons before. Even Little Bird, the medicine 
Ran, admitted that Wild Wind was the fastest 
pony in all the Comanche herds! 

"With Wild Wind between my knees, I 
could count coup against the Arapahoes and 
Osages all on the same day I" Takowa growled 
angrily. To count coup was to touch an enemy 
with the hand or weapon in battle. It was a 
very high honor among the Indians of the 
plains. 

He rode steadily, not wanting to play with 
his boyhood friends. He felt that hoop and 
spear and shinny and snow snake were games 
beneath his notice. "Let Chapa and Hehaka 
play those games. They do not have a pony 
that can outrun the wind!" 

Takowa mounted up from the deep, thick 
grama grass of the flats* into the shrub-dotted 
slopes below the timber line. Thin, gnarly 
limbs of ocotilla, and, the flat, prickly bulbs 
of the cactus plants Ijnt a splash of color to 
the dun ground. A breeze ruffled his shiny 



black hair that was bound with bone orna- 
ments. His nostrils quickened. Takowa lifted 
his head, suddenly alert. 
He had caught the pungent, harsh odor of 



Indit 



: bree2e! 



. far 



_ le Arrow will have led the 
from this point," the Comanche boy told hin 
self. "Therefore, the war paint I smell is not 
Comanche war paint! If not — then whose?" 
Like an eel, Takowa slipped over the side 
of Wild Wind and hung there, one hand 
buried in the thick mane of the little buck- 
skin. The beaded moccasin on his left foot 
rested on the pony's rump, but with luck, it 



uld I 



lie 



Bobbing to the buckskin's every stride. Ta- 
kowa peered under his mount's throat. His 
breath choked, and he sputtered. 

A thin line of war-painted Osages were 
moving slowly down from the pinon-eovered 
hills, the wind rustling the feathers darigltng ■ 
from then painted shields, jingling the bits 
of metafand shell on arm and in hair. Takowa 
heard the rattle of the bone breastplates as a 
warrior turned in the saddle to look about. 
They were bound for the defenseless Coman- 
che camp! 

Takowa drummed a heel on Wild Wind's 
belly. The little buckskin fled like a startled 
fawn before the twang of the Indian bow- 
string. At such a distance he looked to the 
onriding Osages like a wild, masterless horse. 

His heart was making so much noise in his 
excitement that Takowa could hardly think! 
He- knew what would happen when those 
black-visaged Osage braves hit the Comanche 
town. There would be screams and flowing 
blood, scalps ripped from heads, war arrows 
th unking into the few crippled or. aged men 
who had beenTeft behind! Takowa thought 
of his pretty mother, and his baby brother, 
and his lips tightened. 

"What can I do?" he asked himself. "I 
wanted to be a warrior and a hero. Now I 
have the chance. But one twelve-year-old Co- 
manche boy cannot fight fifty Osage braves!" 

He knew, deep inside him, that even Young 
Buffalo, his father, or One Arrow himself. 



THt 0UKAM60 KID 



could do nothing! And yet — 

Forgetting himself, Tafcowa straightened 
on the buckskin's back. If his little idea would 
only work! He banged his moccasined heels 
into the pony's back and clung with strong 
young hands to the thick mane. 

He rode into "the Comanche village in a. 
cloud of dust. His young voice carried the 
grim news from tipi to tipi as he flashed by 
cooking fires and meat racks. Vaguely he was 
aware of running women, of an old man hob- 
bling out into the open, a war lance in his 
feeble hands. 

Takowa reined in before the tipi of Broken 
Bow, the Comanche warrior who had suffered 
a thigh wound driving off the last Osage at- 
tack-on the horse herds. Quickly, Takowa out- 
lined his plan. As he listened, a grim smile 
quirked Broken Bow's mouth. He nodded 
agreement. 

Then Takowa whirled Wild Wind and sent 
him at full gallop out onto the flats beyond 
the village where boys like Chapa and Hehaka 
were dropping their play sticks and running 
toward him. 

"Osage bravest" Takowa shouted, pointing 
behind him. "Riding to the village! We have 
played many games together, my friends. But 
we are to play a grim game now— a game of 
war I" 

The flat brown faces of the boys lighted 
eagerly. With gutterat shouts they thronged 
about him, to listen. Takowa said, "Broken 
Bow will get us bows and arrows, spears and 
war paint I Mount your fastest ponies and 
meet me at the council tipi I" 

Broken Bow had enlisted the quick, deft 
hand* of the women. Bows and arrows were 

Saased to boy after boy as he sat his horse, 
it face smeared hideously. Takowa was mov- 
ing Wild Wind back and forth, speaking 
quickly- 

"We have played at ambush many times, 
my brothers! Now we carry a man's weapons. 
It ia not to be play now, but war! And yet — - 
give us good ambush spots, and luck with our 
first arrows, and we may yet turn back the 
Otage dogs I" 

It was a mad scheme. One Arrow or Young 
Buffalo would have sent the boys to their tipis 
with backhand blows and derisive Bhouts. But 
One Arrow and Young Buffalo were gone, and 
there were none to atop these vigorous future 
fighter*. They had the blind blissfulness of 
inexperience in real warfar& plus youth's 
firm, insistent belief in its own powers. 

And then— loosed secretly by Little Bird, 
the medicine man — a young puppy went yap- 
ping through the Indian village. "Look I" 
cried Little Bird, lifting a bronzed arm from 
beneath hia red blanket, "See the young dog 
totting its strength It fa a good algal I 
promise rictocy— dietary for ttnr own ywtaig 



whelps riding on their first war trail !" 

It was all Takowa needed. With a wild 
shout and a waving, upraised arm, Takowa 
led his friends out of the village on the gallop. 

They went into the. hills, at a racing run. 
High in the timbers, among the twisted rocks 
of some forgotten riverbank, they flung them- 
selves from their ponies and ran to the rim of 
the ma! pais. 

Looking down, they could see the Osages 
advancing at a steady jog. Their eyes were 
fixed on the distant Comanche village. They 
could tell the warriors were gone. Only 
women and old men and a few children were 
seen near the tipis and the cooking pots. The 
Osages gave harsh, grunting cries and yelps. 
Excitement lifted them taller. They shook 
bows and knives that flashed in the sunlight. 
A big, half-naked chief threw back his head 
and yapped like a dog — 

It was Takowa's arrow that took the Osage 
chief in the throat, between jaw and collar- 
bone, And as his arrow thudded home, other 
arrows whined in the air, to plunk in grisly 
fashion in chest and arm and leg. The boys 
above, their blackened fares seen here and 
there above a rock or shrub as they bent their 
war bows, were fiercely intent. Often had they 
played like this among these very rocks. Now 
play was — reality! 

And yet, so sudden was the attack, so merci- 
less were the long arrows flashing in the 
sunlight, that eight of the Osage warriors 
tumbled from their saddles before the others 
found their attackers! Yelps and howls of 
rage echoed from their throats. Lances were 
lifted and hurled! Osage bows bent and Osage 
bow-strings twanged! 

Takowa stood at his full height. "Look! 
Look!" he shouted. "One Arrow returns! 
With him ride our Comanche fighting men!" 

The Osages, sunk in the narrow trail, had 
no way of measuring the truth of Takowa's 
shouted words. Grunting and shouting their 
anger, they wheeled their horses about and 
pununeled the animals' sides with their moc- 
casined heels. 

It was two days later when the Comanche 
braves returned from the warpath, to learn 
the taie of Takowa and his boy-warriors. 
Little Bird, the medicine man, and the crip- 
pled Broken Bow, were profuse in their 
praise. Pride glittered in Young Buffalo's 
eyes as the medicine man planted a coup stick 
ornate with a feather denoting one coup, be- 
side Young Buffalo's own coup stick. "He 
will be a great tighter, your son Takowa," 
prophesied Little Bird. 

And Takowa, hoping in his heart that Little 
Bird was right, rati past them to join Chapa 
and Hehaka at theii play. After all, e twelve- 
year-old boy cannot be a fighting man every 
bout of tbt day! 



DURANSO KID 




THE DURANGO HID 



ILL POP THLIH WHOLE TH|NG TUH 
STEVE AS A BIG SURPRISE .' I'LL GIT 

IWTUH TOWN AM' 8UY ALL THUH 
THINGS STEVE WANTED- ! OEST CAtN'T 
T TUH SEE 'IS FACE ' . J 
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WE OURAHCO KID 



THET'S FUNNY- I 
DIDN'T HETAR NO 
THU0/UE1 S LOOK 
OVER/ - 




THET BOULDER SHORE) RIGHT/ NOW NOBOPY 

FINISHED '1M OFF/ < KNOW 'BOUT THIS GOLD 

WUZN'T EVEN NUTHIN'J MINE 'CEP7 US' LET'S START 

LEFTO'HIMTUH /dIS6IN'''THeT3ASPER , 5 

SEE/ . <-<V~, DAID, ALL RIGHT ' _— & 
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,"MREE WeElS-^TIADE THIS* SAD'SACK^P^ 






WHIN YOU 
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NOVELTY MART Dept.Mi-n, 

59 East 8th i»r ttt. New Tork 3, N. V. 



OfHH-BQWl. . $2.98 | 3 Slat Machine — $1.98 

□ Gingw $3.98 || Q Sulking bronco $2.98 

D HAPPY THE COWBOY $2.98 



W5EJL 



*u money ^a ordBf WB pay poi)age . / 



